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mothers love. 



2 

Mother, ’tis thine to bring- , 

The deepest) holiest thought 
That fancy ever decked. 

That mem’ry ever wrought; 

O spirits have you shrined above, 
A mother’s love, a mother’s love 

3 

Mother, the holy fount 
That gushes in thy soul , 

Pours from celestial springs 
The streams perpetual roll ; 

O spirits when ye drink above. 
Say do ye taste a mother’s love . 


4 

Thine is the fond embrace, 

The unreserv’d caress; 

The lips, that drop like dew, 

Words that can only bless. 

Ye holy messengers above, 

Forever guard the mother’s love. 

& 

Mother, what tho’ the world 
Cast its malignant dart; 

Thy love extracts the pain, 

Aud heals my bleeding heart. 

And oh 1 I sing the grace above , 
That bless'd me with a mother’s love 


ne eye , 


« 

When I must breathe 
If thou but close mi 
Reclining on thy breast , 

Oh I can sweetly die. 

And spirits shall record above , 
The last kind office of thy love. 

















